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Which br etthd this poyfon. 

King. Rage mull bewithftood : 

Giue me his gage; Lions make Leopards tame* 

Mowb. Yca,butnotchangc his fpots ; talc e but my fliame 
And 1 rciigne my gage, my deare deare Lord. 

The pured trealure mortall times affoord, 

Is lpotleire reputation, that away; 

Men are but guilded loamc, and painted Clay : 

A iewell inatennetimesbard vp Chert, 

Is a bold Spirit in a loyall Bread. 

Mine Honour is my life, both grow in one; 

Take honour from me, and my life is done. . , 

Then (deare my Liege) mine Honour let me try* 

J n that I liue, and for that will I die. 

Ktng. Coofin, throw yp your gage; do you begin. 

Bull, O God defendmy foule irom fuch dcepcfmnc* jguA 
Shall J feeme Creft-fallen in my fathers fight i 
Or with pale be gg er-fac e impeach my hignt, 

Before this out-dardc daftard ? Ere my tongue 
Shall wound my Honour with fuch feeble wrong, 

Orfoundfo bafcajurlec, ray teeth fhall tcare 
The flauifh motiue of recanting feare, 

And Ipit it bleeding in h_is high difgrace. 

Where lhamedoth harbour, euen in Mowbraies face* * 
King. We were not borne to fue, but to command; 

Which fince we cannot doe, to make you friends. 

Be ready (as your lifefhall anfwere it) 

At Couentrie vpon Saint Lombards day : 

There (hall your Swords andLaunces arbitrate 
The fwellingdifFercnce ofyour fetlcd hate : 

SinGcwe cannot attoneyou,you (li all fee 
Iudice defigne the Vidors chiualric. 

Lord Marfhall, command our Officers at Armes, 

Be xeadie to dired thefe home all armes. Exit. 

* 

Enter John of Gaunt, with the Dutchejfe of Glocejler » 

Gaunt. Alas, the part I had in Woodftocks blood. 

Doth mote folicite mc, then your e*dahnes> 


Kicmra we second ♦ 

To ftirre againft the Butchers of hislife* 

But fince corredion ly eth in thole handes, 

Which made the fault that we cannot corted. 

Put wee our quarrell to the will of heauen ; 

Who when they fee the hower’s ripe on earth, 

Will raine hot vengeance on offenders heades* 

Dutchejfe* Finds Brotherhood in thee no iharper fpur 
Hathlouein thy old blood noliuing fire.? 

Edwards feauen Sonnes, whereof thy fclfe art one, 

Were feauen Viols of his facred blood, 

Orfeauen faire branchesfpringingfromoneroote : 

Some of thofe feauen are dryed by Natures courlc j 
Some of thofe Branches by the Defteniescut : 

But Thomas my deare Lord, my life, my Glocefier , 

One Viollfullof Edwardsfacrcd blood, 

One fiourifhing Branch of his mod Royall roote 
Is crad,and allthe precious liquor fpilt, 

Is hackt downe, and his Summer leaucs all faded 
By Envies hand, and Murders bloodie axe* 

Ah Gamt, his blood was thine, that bed, that wombe. 
That mettali; that felfe mould that faflrioned thee. 
Made him a man : and though thou liued and breathed. 
Yet art thou llaine in him ; thou doft confent 
In fome large meafureto thy Fathers death, 

In that thou feed thy wretched Brother die, 

. Who was the modell of thy Fathers life : 

Call it not Patience, Gaunt, it is Difpaire, 

In differing thusthy Brother to be flaughtred; 

Thou fheweft the naked path-way to thy life, 

T eaching fterne Murder how to butcher thee : 

That which in meanemen we intitle Patience, 

Is pale cold Cowardice in Noble breadcs. 

Whatffiall lfay ? to fafegard thine owne life, 

The bed way is, to vengc my Gloceflers death. 

Gaunt. Gods is the quarrell, for Gods fubditute, 
Hisdeputieannoynted in his fight, 

Hath caufd his death 5 the which if wrongfully, 

Let Heauen reuenge, for I may neuer lift 
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